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EMMA. 


MY DEAREST — — 


I] vavg taken upon myſelf to hazard the 
Publication of the following Poems. 


Notwithſtanding the long and uninterrupt- 
ed intimacy which has ſubſiſted between us, my 
friend never hinted to me the thought of printing 
them; nor did I ever ſuggeſt it, either to you or to 
him, till about a month ago. = 


1 do not believe two perſons exiſt more at- 
tached to another, than you and I are to him; 


and 


[ ** 


and our wiſhes for the ſucceſsful reception of theſe 
Poems by the world are proportioned to our af- 
fection for their Author. 


You know the opinion I entertain of their 
| : merit. Yet, conſcious that my partiality for 
| him is extreme, after the poſſeſſion of ſome 
of them for more than twice the time of delibe- 
ration preſcribed by Horace, I now deliver them 
over to the ſevere tribunal of general criticiſm, in 


doubtful hope and trembling ſolicitude. 


Jever am, my deareſt — — 


Yours moſt affectionately, 


Lain oe asf THE EDITOR. 
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LYRIC POEMS. 


TO 


NOVELTY. 
* 


And hourly caſt an anxious eye 
Beyond the priſon-houſe of home; 

Till, from domeſtic tyrants free, 

m ſearch of thee, 


O'er the wide worle 


Fair NOVELTT! we roam. 
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Full on thy track, by dawn of day, 

The ſtripling ſtarts, and ſcours away; 
While Hope her active wing ſupplies, 

And ſoftly whiſpers, in the gale, 

At ev'ry turning of the vale, 


Enjoyment on ward lies.” 


Nor far remote —athwart the trees, 
The landſcape opens by degrees, 


And yields ſweet glimpſes of delight— 


Beyond the trees the views expand, 
And all the ſcenes of fairy land 
Come ſwelling on the fight. 


"Tis 
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"Tis here, where wild profuſion flows, 

On ev'ry ſhrub there hangs a roſe, 

And mellow fruit on ev'ry ſpray— 

| Here Pleaſure holds her bounteous reign, 
And here the W might remain, 

Could Pleaſure bribe his ſtay. 


But ſtill the love of Thee prevails-- 
He quits the port, and ſpreads his fails, 
Careleſs if Ocean frown or ſmile; . 

So Fate ſhall give him to explore 
The vaſt expanſe, the untrodden ſhore, 
And undiſcoverd iſle. 


B 2 


Tir'd 
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Tir'd with the ſtillneſs of the hep, 
While yet he chides the winds that ſleep, 
The clouds collect, the lightnings play; 
And the torn veſſel drives at laſt, 
A wreck, abandon'd to the blaſt, 


And found'ring on her way. 


Again the vext horizon clears— 
The hills emerge—the coaſt appears— 

He and his mates their mirth renew ; 
They man their boats, their oars they hand, 
And ſoon the hoſpitable ſtrand 


Receives the jolly crew. 


What 


* 
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What in th' interior parts befell, 
In aftertimes we hear them tell, 
| When they at laſt their limbs recline; 
The tongue, well pleas'd, its office plies, 
And, all the while, their dente eyes 
With dews of tranſport ſhine.” | 


The happy natives they extol, 
Their ſong, their dance, and feſtive bowl; 
The fruitful ſoil, and balmy air— 
* And O!—the daughters of the land !— 
Nature now works with niggard hand, 
And forms no maids ſo fair.” | 


While 
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While thus, with pleaſing warmth, they boaſt 
Their gay excurſions on the coaſt, 


Where all ſeem'd brilliant, all divine; 
The fond adventurers little. know 


It was thy pencil gave the glow, 


The vivid charm was thine. 


| | fl | For when thy ſhort-liv'd reign is o'er 
| The faireſt forms enchant no more— 


In liſtleſs apathy we gaze; 


And Nature's face 1s wrapt in gloom, 


Should all her vernal flow'rets bloom, 
[| And all her jewels blaze. 


— FS bed 1 
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Ah me! beyond thy ſhort-liv'd rei gn, 
And does there nought of love remain ?— 
Can nought the ſluggiſh heart engage? 
Shall ev'ry joy with thee decay, 
And Heav'n afford no parting ray 
To gild the hours of age? 


Heav'n {till is kind—When thou art fled, 
Comes — Habit, in thy ſtead, 
With ſilent pace nor comes in vain— 
For, growing with declining years, 
The good man's a ſhe endears, 
And ſoftens ev'ry pain. 


Where 
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Where ſhe, ſweet ſober maid, abides, 

Contentment at the board preſides ; 
No vagrant wiſh her votary ſtings— 

In his own grounds he loves to tread ; 

Nor envies, on his houſehold bed, 
The couch of eaſtern kings. 


No meteors play—no miſts 8 
wear d from thy love, we learn to prize 
Firm faith and long experienc'd truth; 
And now thy freaks and follies end, 
In EMMA I regain the friend 
And charmer of my youth. 


Obſequious 
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obſequious now to Love's command, 

I ſeize my EMMA's yielding hand— 

In her I graſp my joy, my pride; 

And {till deplore the taſteleſs hour, | 
When thy unhallow'd — had pow'r - 


To tempt me from her ſide. 
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LA 


MALADIE DU PAYS. 


Stex Fortune thus has ſwelPd my ſtore 
With cloudleſs gems and genuine ore; 

« And all within my graſp I fee 

That renders mortals bleſt and free; 

« Why ſhould I drag a willing chain? 

* In life's decline, why {till remain 

* The wretched ſport of hopes and fears ? 

* Why linger on this burning ſtrand 


«A 


LYRIC POEMS. 
A ſtranger to my native land 


* For more than twenty tedious years ?” 


Near Ganges' flood, bereav'd of health, 
Sated with luxury and wealth, 

. One who had ſhar'd in India's ſpoil 
Thus inly mourn'd his fruitleſs toil ; 
Till, as his e fancy flew, 
Homewards a longing look he threw— 
The proſpect charm'd his ills away; 
Ho fen d 5. 

A thouked ſoft ideas ſtole, 

And Nature re- aſſum'd her ſway. 


From Aſiatic pomp and pride 
In that fond ben he turn'd aſide, 
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To recolle& his father's cot — 


o! could he gain that peaceful ſpot 
Could he but catch the healthful breeze, 
Reclin'd ſecure amid the trees 

That near his native village grew— 

Or tread once more the playful green, 
He thought the beauties of the ſcene 


Would all his early joy renew. 


In that fond hour, from Rapine's crew, 


With juſt remorſe, he backwards drew— 


The partners of his infant play, 


His friends in life's advancing day, 
The lovely maids he left behind, 
Roſe freſhly pictur'd in his mind 
o! could he join the happy train, 


With | 
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With them, perhaps, he yet might ſhare 
The only bleſſing worth his care, 
To love, and be belov'd again 


But when, at laſt, with hoarded ſtore, 

Safe landed on the Britiſh ſhore, 

He poſted to the lov'd retreat, 

And ſought for childhood's blitheſome ſeat, 
His father's cot in ruin lay ; 

The plough had ſwept the green away; 
Rude hands had laid the timber low; 

That luckleſs morn the welkin lower'd, 
And the blaſt down the valley ſcour'd 


From hills, in ſummer, clad with ſnow. 


At 
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At once the buds of promiſe die, 
The proſpect alters in his eye 
The faded fair with ſcorn he ſees; 
His drooping friends no more can pleaſe ; 
The riſing race, too hardy grown, 
Nor court his ſmile, nor fear his frown ; 
And fdaight he cries: © Why tarry here, 
„Where miſery deforms the plain; 
* Where pride and ruſtic manners reign, 


„And ſavage winter rules the year?“ 


To thy complaints, — weak, 

Vain man! let Truth her dictates ſpeak : a. 
* Though now thy dream of bliſs be fled, 
A dream by ſickly fancy bred; 


« Ceaſe 


LYRIC POEMS. 
« Ceaſe to revile our holly ſwains, 
“Some latent worth this land contains; 
« Reſpect the ſimple and ſincere, 
„And at the climate chide no more; Jo 
Can he who prowId on Aſia's ſhore 


Live innocent and happy here?“ 


8. 


. THE 
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THE 


CASTLE IN THE AIR. 


_— 


W HEN Pyrrhus, in his youthful hour, 
Firſt graſp'd at univerſal power, | 
He thus beſpoke his warlike train : 
„Prepare, my friends! to croſs the main, 
Prepare ye, now, for hardy blows ; 

- Afur'd, when I have quelPd my foes, 

« That all ſhall ſwim in full delight— 
“Our future hours ſhall all be gay, 

«* Convivial mirth ſhall crown the day, 


And love endear the night.” 


His 


His friend, who at his folly ſigh'd, 

CiNzas, a ſober ſage, replied © 

« Indulgent prince! if that be all, 

Jour floating armaments recall— 

« For ſure tis vain to ſearch afar, 

« And face the cruel ſtorms of war, 

« For fruits that bleſs your native ſoil— 

Women and wine are ſtill at hand, 

wy Their ready Joys you now command 
« Why purchaſe them with toil ?” 


"Twas wiſely ſaid and you and I 

Th important leſſon ſhould apply— 

For, in the buſy walks.of life, 

While we encounter noiſe and ſtrife, 
D 
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And ev'ry effort madly ſtrain 
For Honour's prize, or paltry gain, 
Th' unſettled mind no comfort knows; 
And ſtill we languiſh for the hour 
When we may laugh at Fortune's power, 
And live in ſweet repoſe. 


If that be all, why further roam? 

This vale affords a peaceful home— - 
Acroſs our path no crowds appear ; 

No barb'rous clamour rages here; 

The bleating flocks, the murm'ring rill, 
The ſhepherd piping on the hill, 

The birds in full afſembled quire, 

And all the vocal woods around, 


LYRIC POEMS. i 
Where Echo ſports with ev'ry ſound, 
Arcadian dreams inſpire. 


O! for a well ſelected band, 

To people this delightful land !— 

Ye faithful friends! whom we approve, 

And ye! the damſels whom we love — 

All ye who tender hearts retain, 

The favour'd and the ſlighted ſwain ! 

Romantic maids, and wiſhing brides ! 

From ew'ry region gather round; 

For here the ſecret ſpot is found 
Where Happineſs reſides. 


Methinks ! already at my call, 
In fair array, I ſee them all, 
D 2 Eager 
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Eager to gain her bleſt abode, 
Come haſt ning down the hilly road; 
1 | They reach the plain—they croſs the brook— 


They ſettle in each ſhady nook— 

= Hark ! how they carol through the grove! 
| A While, buſy at their pleaſing care, 

„ Like little birds, they fondly pair, 

| | | And build, and live for love. 


4 TS] The hamlets riſe, and I foretell 
| ö Our colony will proſper well; 
It needs no legiſlator's art, 
„ Our laws are written on the heart. 
| In conſcious 8 ſecure, 
And from the world's contagion pure, 
Our gentle duties we fulfil; 


LIN POEMS. 
And reap the bly our vale beſtows, 


Without a ſingle thought on thoſe 
Who live beyond the hill. 


But you, my friend, deride my ſtrain, 


*Tis vain to ſearch for tranquil bow'rs, 


For devious paths beſtrew'd with flow'rs, 


For ſummer ſeas, where we may fail, 
Still favour'd by a friendly gale 5 
Life rolls in a tempeſtuous ſtream, 
And we by ſad experience find 
That labour is the lot aflignd, 

And reſt an idle dream. 
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TO 


THE TRIFLER. 


Away with this unmeaning ſtrain ! 
No more of luckleſs ſtars complain; 
No more thy blaſted hopes deplore, 
Thy humble lot, and ſcanty ſtore— 


Reſume, my friend ! thy thoughtleſs glee, 


Renounce thy wild ill-founded claim ; 


The paths that lead to wealth and fame, 


Alas ! were never trod by thee. 


Ambition's 
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Ambition's heights, how couldit thou gain, 
Exempt from labour, care, and pain? 
Or idly hope, in Morpheus bow'rs, 
For ripening rays and golden ſhow's? 
Give plodding du her due; 
Let thoſe, whoſe hands improve the ſoil, * 
Reap the full produce of their toil, 
And thou thy pleaſing dreams purſue. 


F 


Still fond and fickle in thy dreams, B+ 
Still panting after wild extremes, * 
Now at the trumpet's martial ſound, 

Thy youthful heart was wont to bound; 
 Glory's 


LYRIC POEMS. 


Glory's wide field thy fancy fir'd : 


And now the peaſant's peaceful lot, 


His ſimple fare, his humble cot, 
Were all thy penſive ſoul requir'd. — 


Ere long the penſive ſpirit flies; 

Behold thee, otierident and wiſe, 

On gainful voyage intent to ſail, 

While ſtorms and adverſe winds prevail.— 
But, ſhould the winds propitious prove, 


Let others ſtem the wat'ry way 


For thou haſt ſworn, at ſetting day, 
To meet with CLox in the grove.— 


From 
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From CLox's thraldom ſcapꝰd at laſt, 
And eager to redeem the paſt; 

Reſoly'd that here thy freaks ſhall end, L 
Thou com'ſt to me, thy ſober friend, 
Willing to know what I adviſe— 

And I adviſe the beſt I can 

« Adopt, at length, a ſerious plan, | 
And, perſevering, hope to riſe.” 


But ſoon my words are loſt in air, 

And recent tidings baniſh care 5 

For, now the ſocial board is ſet, 
The ſons of pleaſure all are met ; 
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And at the news I hear thee fay : 
« A truce to thy ſententious ſong! 


« Thy grievous leſſons are too long, 
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« And life too quickly flies away.” 
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THE 


_  ELOPEMENT. 


Oxsz morning young COLIN, the pooreſt of thoſe 
Who fight, and are ſhot at, for ſixpence a day, 
Plann'd a prudent retreat, ere his landlord aroſe, 


And, without beat of drum, ſallied forth on his way. 


Through the gloom I perceiv'd him come over the lawn, 


And, arm in arm with him, a Shepherdeſs frail — | 
Who may this be? thought I--when a glimpſe of the dawn 
Betray'd her— Twas MARr, the pride of the vale. 


E 2 VDmnprepar'd 
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Unprepar'd for ſuch friends, at that hour of the day, 
I ſtood mute, like a ſtatue, while paſt me they flew ; 
And all too intent on their journey were they, 


To wiſh me good morrow, or bid me adieu. 


They Win d-and after them, fleet as the wind, 
Follow'd Mu No, to peep at the fugitive pair — 
Ye know him, a mortal for miſchief deſign'd ; 
The ſcorn of the men, and the ſcourge of the "OY 


Returning at noon, to delight his compeers, 


And raiſe a loud laugh in the village, he ſtrove :— 
But nature prevail'd—and the ſtory drew tears, 
Though told by a foe to compaſſion and love. 


I heard 
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I heard him—He told how he lurk'd on their way, 
In a ſtyle of his own, that was flippant and vain— 
And to you, my ſweet damſels! ſuffice it to ſay, 

That the lovers mov'd on, till they quitted the plain: 


When, breathleſs and faint, and with ſorrow oppreſt, 

« Dear COLIN! is this the compaſſion you ſhow ?— 

« Stop a moment!” ſhe cried—* On this hill let me reſt, 
And take a laſt look of the valley below.“ 


coli ſtopp'd at her call—and the freſh ſpringing gale, 
As ſhe turn'd, on the cheek of the Shepherdeſs blew ; 
The ſun juſt ariſing illumin'd the ook 

And the lod ge of her father lay full in her view. 


At | PAL 
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At the ſight, ye may judge what emotions aroſe 


She ſwore to return—at her CoLIN ſhe rail'd : 


But their way they refum'd—and I need not diſcloſe 


By what arts, and what reaſons, the Soldier prevaiÞd. 


Since that hour, that ſad hour, in the depths of the grove, 
Remote from the village, her fate I deplore ; 
I ſhut my fond heart to th' approaches of love, 


And in woman I dream of perfection no more. 


TO 
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10 


THE GRACES, 


ON READING LORD CHESTERFIELD'S LETTERS. 


Hanxowmarps of Beauty! Ye who move 
In airy meaſures round her throne, 
And ſcatter, on the paths of Love, 
Idalian roſes, newly blown: 
To you, ye gentle Graces! fay, 
What homage ſhall a Briton pay ?— 
No Lydian notes we Britons know— 
I ſearch o'er all the plain 111 5 
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For flow'rs to ſtrew your fane; 


Few are the native flow'rs our chmes beſtow. | 


The ſons of Greece, whoſe taſte divine | 
Felt and ador'd whateer was fair . 
High in their temples raged your ſhrine, 
And thither bade your ſteps repair. 

Ve heard their vows— that happy hour, 
The ſoft'ning marble felt your pow'r ; 
The canvaſs glow'd with living fire; 

| The lover ſaw you glance 

Along the mazy dance, 
And more than mortal 0 ſwelld the * } 


With wreaths, from hills where laurels grow, 
Ve crown'd the Mus E, immortal maid ! 
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Or in the myrtle bow'r below, 
Round Cy THEREA fondly play*'d— 

And while your dextrous fingers ftrove 
To de ker m nene 
From each light touch, a charm enſu'd ; 

Ye plac'd her magic z0ne 

In all her charms the ſhone, 
And, conſcious of her worth, the world ſubdu'd. 


All learn'd. to love Vour empire ſpread 
O' er claſſic ſhores, and claſſic iſles 
The fierce, the ſordid paſſions fled, 
And facred VIRTUE wore your ſmiles 
Till then, afar, in ruſtic cell, 
Coy and ſevere, ſhe low'd to dwell— 
F 
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To PLATo's grove ye led the dame 
She leſs reluctant grew 
Your hands her veil withdrew, 
And heroes, patriots, * caught the flame. 


They breathe no more On parting wing 
ve ſaw the ſtars of GREECE expire,— 
Teach me, ye Powers! to ſhift the ſtring, 
And touch the ſorrows of the lyre; 
For now, amid her mould'ring urns, 
GREECE, in maternal anguiſh, mourns 
The wrecks of that ill-fated day ; 
When her affrighted land 
Beheld a barb'rous band 
Who ne'er enjoy'd your ſmiles, nor felt your ſway. 
is And 
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And now, while o'er your ancient home 
The Deſpot's bloody falchion waves; 

In alter'd guiſe I ſee you roam - 

Through nd that ſwarm with poliſh'd flaves. 

In ſoft AusoN1a's tuneful bow'rs, 

Or where the SEINE her tribute pours, 

In Faſhion's borrow'd gems, ye glare— — 

| And this, your courtly toil; 
To catch the Monarch's ſmile, 

And fix the ſuffrage of the wavring Fair. 


STANHOPE, who ſtrove to form the Great, 
And mould anew our ſtubborn ſwains, 

Woo'd you to fix your laſting ſeat 

In the bleſt iſle where Freedom reigns ; 


TT | Come ! 
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Come ! then, in Freedom's incenſe ſhare— 

Come, gentle Siſters 160 but prepare 

To ſerve in Virtue's cauſe once more: 
Abjure the Siren's art ; 


To Truth your aid impart ; 


Or turn ye from this heav'n- protected ſhore. 
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N o more the clouds of winter lower— 

At ſpring's returning ray 

They melt, and in the gliſt ning ſhower 

The nt dies away. 

From the green turf impregn'd with dew 

The new-born flow'rets ſtart to ow z 

Freſh fragrance meets us in the plain 
The peopled woes around. 
Wild melody reſound, 

And life, and love, and joy reſume their reign. 
£ O thou! 
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o thou! in pictur d mantle dreſt, 
The harbinger of joy; 
Whoſe promiſe calms the troubled breaſt, 
When preſent ills annoy ; 
To where my D. .. droops with care, 
In this ſoft hour, ſweet Hope ! repair, | 
And 2. the future proſpect gay 
Wave but thy magic wand, 
And Sorrow's twilight band 


Flits at the ſudden gleam of orient day. 


Tell him—But ah ! ſweet Hope! no more 
He heeds thy pleaſing ſtrain 
Credulity's fond days are o'er, 

And Reaſon holds the rein 1 


On 
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On thee ſhe turns an eye ſevere; 
Bids thee thy blandiſhments forbear— 
__ « Ceaſe, ceaſe,” ſhe cries, «© thy vom tale; 
Hence with thy treach'rous ſmiles, 
„Thy meretricious wiles— 
" Hence! hence! and Youth's unguarded breaſt aflail.” 
ol then let Friendſhip's ſacred pow'r 
Her ſoothing voice eflay ; 
Her chaplet bears no baneful flow; 
No guile her ſmiles betray— 
In her full eye, . I view 
The gentle EMMA's tender blue 
Where ſoft congenial ſorrows flow, 
She takes her anxious ſtand, 
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i Pours all her balſams bland, 


| And, when ſhe cannot heal, ſhe ſhares the woe. 


Yet why ſhould fiction deck the lay 
That ſtrives to touch the heart 


i | With Fancy's childiſh dreams away ! 
Ye airy forms! depart — 

| Thy friend, my D......! who has borne 
| | | | The wildeſt freaks of Fortune's ſcorn, 

| ! | Bids thee thy native force diſplay, 

W Thy gloomy fears forego : - 
Though adverſe breezes blow, 


0 Still, ſtill, the vig'rous pinion wins its way. 
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TO 


SYMPATHY. 


Buzsr angel! from the Godhead's ſhrine, 
Still wing'd on purpoſes benign, " 

To cheriſh love's eternal ties, 

And breathe the ſpirit of the ſkies : 
Through Nature's works; thy ſtrong control 
Pervades, unn and binds the whole ; 

The boiſtrous elements agree 

And all the raviſh'd eye can trace 
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Of order, ſymmetry, and grace, 


Myſterious SYMPATHY! reſults from thee. 


Nor leſs the taſk to thee aſſign'd, 
| | To touch, and harmonize the mind :— 
1 A time there was, the ſages ſay, 
When Reaſon's ſpark inactive lay; 
When man, a wretched recreant born, 
Lurk'd in the pathleſs woods forlorn ; 
To grov'ling appetites a ſlave 
If ſuch in his primeval hour; 
It was thy charm, auſpicious Pow'r ! 
That drew the ſhudd'ring ſavage from his cave. 


Impell'd by thee, with eager pace, 
He hied him to his kindred race— 
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In awkward guiſe, he firſt expreſs'd 

The new-born tranſport of his breaſt :— —» 
At length the ſtream of language flowd— 
With ſmiles bp op'ning viſage glow'd — 

A ſoft intelligence begann 

Th' aſſembling tribe their ation choſe, 
Love's infant colony aroſe, 


And plenty, joy, and freedom dwelt with man. 


In plenty bleſt, the village train 

Met jocund on the neighb'ring plain ; 

Rough was their paſtime, wild the roar, 

But ſoon the paſtime pleas'd no more— 

No more the plain with clamour rung— 

On Wiſdom's lip thy magie'tung— © 
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Through the fond ear perſuaſion ſtole, 
And the Muſe, melting o'er her lyre, 
Purſu'd thy mood on ev'ry wire, 


And hit the happy notes that reach'd the ſoul. 


Twas filent joy, 'twas ſoft ſurpriſe— 
Till the loud trumpet rent the ſkies, 
And danger's threat'ning hour diſplay'd 
The worth that ripen'd in the ſhade; 
For, while the fierce alarum blew, 

To arms the hardy natives flew— 
Onward in ſteady march they came, 
Reſiſtleſs, that deciſive day, 
When link'd by thee, their lun array 


Cruſh'd the proud tyrant in the field of fame. 


But 
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But far, far diſtant from the roar 


Redoubling on the crowded ſhore, 
Deep in the windings of the vale, 
Bruſh'd only by the whiſpring gale; 
Amid the pure conſenting choir 
Thy ſacred energies inſpire 
Whate'er of heav'nly bliſs we know; 
For thine 1s faith's unclouded beam, 
Thine is the ſaint's ecſtatic dream, 


And thine, all thine, the good man's friendly glow. 


Of deign to come, celeſtial Pow'r ! 
An inmate to thy ſuppliant's bow'r— 
And ne'er may cold corroding care 
The flavour of thy fruits impair— 


But 
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But while, through life, the ſelfiſh ſtray, 
' Loneſome and joyleſs on their way; 
Jo thoſe I love for ever dear, 
The Alen hours may I beguile, 
Still cheriſh'd by thy cordial ſmile, 
or ſooth'd, in ſorrow, by thy balmy tear. 


TO 


Sees ede 
„eee 


Tnovon many a tedious year has roll'd away, 
Since laſt we parted on a foreign ſhore, 

My fancy ſtill beholds thee, young and gay, 
Warm, gen'rous, and ingenuous, as before. 


Yet where, with retroſpective eye, we range, 
Alas ! full many a doleful change we ſee. 

Say, with thy wonted candour, ſay what change 
Has wonder-working time produc'd in thee ? 
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Do added years a cold reſerve beſtow, 
Thy ſpirit's ſprightly meaſures to control 
Does added wiſdom cloud thy open brow, 
or added wealth contract thy lib'ral ſoul? 


O! wouldſt thou, as in youth, to lateſt age, | 


Thy worth, and beſt attractive charm, retain ? 


While ſolemn mummers fill the buſy ſtage, 


Juſt to thyſelf, my friend ! thyſelf remain. 


For why ſhould Art's fantaſtic tints be laid 
On thoſe fine features they can ne'er improve: 
And why ſhould mean diſguiſe preſume to ſhade 

The fair defects that beſt candle love? 
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"Twas not in fly Diſcretion's narrow ſchool 
Thy manners caught the happier art to pleaſe ; 
A foe to every dull punctilious rule, 


Thy law was nature, and thy charm was eaſe. 


Far o'er the bounds by formal fools devis'd, 

With a bold negligence thy ſpirit flew :— 

The world thy faults forgave, thy virtues priz'd, 
And ſmild indulgent ere thy riches grew. 


In early life, charm'd with thy frolic feats, 

From watchful eyes and grave advice I ſtole 
Happy we met in joy's obſcure retreats, 

And ſeal'd our friendſhip o'er the flowing bowl. 
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That facred rite, my friend! we ner belied— 
In deeds of amity, for years, we ſtrove; 
Sworn brothers, in the field of danger tried, 


And gen'rous rivals in CORINNA's love. 


Heedleſs of all that fortune's ſmiles. could brin g. 
Our unambitious wiſhes we poſſeſt; 
How rich! if riches from enjoyment ſpring — 


How wiſe ! if wiſdom teach us to be bleſt. | 


TO 


LYRIC POEMS. 


TO A 


FOUNTAIN. 


SEQUESTER'D Fountain ! ever pure, 
Whole placid ſtreamlet flows, 
In ſilent lapſe, through glens obſcure, 
Where timid flocks repoſe : 
Tired and diſabled in the race, 
I quit ambition's fruitleſs chace, 
To ſhape my courſe by thine ; 
And, pleas'd, from ſerious trifles turn, 
0 H 2 | 
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As thus, around thy little urn, 


A votive wreath I twine. 


Fair Fountain ! on thy margin green, 
May tufted trees ariſe, 

And ſpreading boughs thy boſom ſkreen 
From ſummer's fervent ſkies ; — 


Here may the ſpring her flow'rets ſtrew, 


And morning ſhed her pearly dew, 
May health infuſe her balm; 
And ſome ſoft virtue in thee flow, 
To mitigate the pangs of woe, 
And bid the heart be calm. 


O! may thy ſalutary ſtreams, 
Like thoſe of LETHE's ſpring, 


That 
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That bathe the filent land of dreams, 
Some drops oblivious bring— 

With that bleſt opiate in my bowl, 

Far ſhall I from my wounded ſoul 

The chorns of ſpleen remove oo 

Forget how there at firſt they grew, 

And, once again, with man renew 
The cordial ties of love. 


For what avails the wretch to bear 
Imprinted on his mind, 

The leſſons of diſtruſt and fear, 
Injurious to mankind ? —- 

Hopeleſs in his diſaſtrous hour, 

He ſees the gath'ring tempeſt lower, 
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$4 


LYRIC POEMS. 
The burſting cloud impend 
Towerds the wild waſte he turns his eye, 
Nor can that happy port deſcry, 

The boſom of a friend. 


Ho chang'd fince that propitious time, 


When woo'd by fortune's gale, 
Fearleſs in youth's advent'rous prime, 
He crowded ev'ry fail ! — 
The ſwelling tide, the ſportive breeze, 
Lightly along the halcyon ſeas 
His bounding pinnace bore — 
In ſearch of happineſs, the while, 
He ſteer'd by ev'ry fragrant iſle, 
And touch'd at ev'ry ſhore. 


Ab 
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Ah me! to Youth's ingenuous eye 
What charms the proſpect wears !— 
Bright as the portals of the ſky - 
The op'ning world appears ; 
There every figure ſtands confeſt, 
In all the ſweet advantage dreſt 
Of Candour's radiant robe 
There no mean cares admifion find, 
Love is the buſineſs of mankind, 
And Honour rules the globe. 


But if thoſe gleams fallacious prove 
That paint the world ſo fair; 


If heav'n has plac'd for gen'rous love 
No ſoft aſylum there; 
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If men fair faith, fair fame deride, 
Bent on the crooked paths that guide 
To Int'reſt's ſordid ſhrine ; 


Be yours, ye gloomy ſons of Woe ! 


That melancholy truth to know, 


The dream of bliſs be mine. 


THE 
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THE VISIONARY. 


Fancy! thou changeful yy | 
Now in dark weeds array'd, | 
And now in all the hues of orient light; 
While Reaſon ſlumb' ring lay, 
Ere yet the golden ray 
Of Science pierc'd the gloom of gothic night, 
Hell's inauſpicious meteors round thee blaz'd,. 
And pallid fear crouch'd low; and ſhudder'd as he gaz'd. 


Th uncultivated ſhore 
No lively ſcen'ry wore— 
I No 
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No voice from feſtive hamlet cheer'd the plain— 
Smote by thy witwring pow'r, 
At midnight's murky hour, | 
The i call'd his drowſy faints in vain; 
Nearer and nearer ſtill the ſpectre drew, 
And in the ſullen blaſt the mutt'ring demon flew. 
But lo! the night is oer 
The demon roams no more 
Reſume thy ſmiles, and meet me on the lawn; 
To wake the forms of joy 
Thy milder ſpells employ, 
And to my claſſic rites, at op'ning dawn, 
Bring the ſweet ſylvan pow'rs whoſe haunts I love, 
The Naiad of the ſtream, and Dryad of the grove. 


Or 
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6 n Or if in diſtant bow'r, 
Till ev'ning ſhadows low'r, 
The nightingale's full notes prolong my ſtay; 
Thy ſportive tricks purſue, 
And bid the dapper crew 
On my returning path innoxious play — 
While elfin lamps in every thicket ſhine, 
| And the long lane reſounds with minſtrelſy divine. 


With Fancy's ei in vain, 
Would I beguile my pain 
At eve I tread her ſoothing walks no more— 
But in the dreary ile 
Of this diſmantled pile, 


With frantic ſearch, the hallow'd round explore; 
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Since the ſad hour that ſnatch'd a blooming maid 
From love's delighted eye, to death's impervious ſhade. 


O'er her untimely grave, 
Where weeds and thiſtles wave, 

Where ruin gathers from the mould'ring wall; 
While memory prompts my tear, 

Does CLARA hover near ?— 
Does the ſurviving ſpirit hear me call? 
Or reſts ſhe in the cold oblivious deep, 
To cheerleſs gloom conſign'd, and everlaſtin g ſleep? 


Before my dazzled eyes 
What ſtrange illuſions riſe ?— 
_- "Tis ſhe! tis ſhe! that form divinely fair— — 


That 
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That meſſenger of love 
Who beckons from above 
TY angelic viſion mounts, and melts 1n air, 
By choral voices welcom'd on her way, 


Through yon bright track that ſtreams unſufferable day. 


THE 


62 LYRIC POEMS. 


THE 


EVENING WALK. 


O THOU ! to pity's kind affections true, 
Of VARRO thou haſt heard, the good, the wiſe! 
Onward, my EMMAa—and the ſpot we view 


Where his forſaken ſeat in ruin lies. 


How dead the path ! acroſs the bord'ring woods, 
On bruſhing wing, no active breezes play : 
O'er the dank foil the heavy vapour broods, 


And nature's wild luxuriance choaks the way. 


LYRIC POEMS. 63 


By well known ſcenes that ſooth'd my youthful mind, 


Through fields that in the pride of culture ſhone, 
Sorrowing, I paſs; and in my progreſs find 
The fence demolifh'd, and the viſta flown. 


But 10 the ſolitary caſtle nigh, 

Whoſe halls nor inmate hold, nor gueſt invite; 
Save yon ill-omen'd birds that perch on high, 

or round the turrets wheel Their clan rous flight. 


The parting roof that loads theſe mouldering walls, 
Scarce yields a ſhelter from the drizzling ſhower ; 

In at the ſhatter'd pane the ivy crawls, 

And through the waſte apartment weaves her bow'r. 


Where 
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Where peace, where pleaſure dwelt, deſtruction prowls ; 
Where mirth was heard, and muſic wont to chime— 
Hark! how with ſudden guſt the tempeſt howls, 
And flaps the jarring doors, unlock'd by time. 


How chang'd th' abode where VarRo lov'd to reſt! 
| When, by his happier ſtars, from courts remov'd, 
He liv'd, of fortune, kindred, friends, poſſeſt, 

By men applauded, and by heav'n approv'd. 


Bleſt in himſelf, his bounty's warm embrace 
Diffus'd the bleſſing o'er his wide domain; 
For one was he of that primeval race 


Whoſe ſplendour ſhone propitious on the plain. 


The 
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The hopes that cheriſh age were all his own; 
| The happy ſire his gen'rous ſons farvey's; 
Who, to the blooming verge of manhood grown, 
His worth reflected, and his love repaid. 


FalPn with the parent tree, in duſt they lie— 
This mutilated manſion why explore? 
Where Fancy rivets her diſtemper'd eye 
On joys for ever paſt, and friends no more! 
As through the ſtorms of life our courſe we ſteer, 


Still ſome loſt comfort down the current 80es— 


Turn, EMA, turn! ſuppreſs the fruitleſs tear, 
And reap the preſent good that Heav'n beſtows. 
K 
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Tur Bandit whom the laws purſue, 
The Soldier, and the Gypſy crew, 
Arabs, and Tartars, ever doom'd to roam 
Whate'er their place of ſhelter be, 
A tent, a cave, or hollow tree, 
Thither they hie with joy, and call it HoME. 


There 
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There if a doxy, or a wife, 
| Receive the wretch eſcap'd from ſtrife; 
If there his tatter d brood around him cling — 
His features catch a bright ning ſmile, 
He reſts him from his ſordid toil, 
And in his narrow confines reigns a king. 


While thus the poor and wretched find 
Thr aſylum for a wounded mind — 
Diſtemper'd men there are, eſtrang'd from home, 
Cold to an angels kind embrace, 
Cheerleſs amid a blooming race, 
And dead to comfort in a princely dome: 
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Men in the bp of Fortune nurſt, 
With all her froward PET curſt, 
And teas'd by wiſhes ever on the wing; 
Who, wand'ring ſtill through Folly's maze, 
In ſearch of bliſs conſume their days, 


Nor taſte her genuine draught at Nature's ſpring. 


Yet ſuch the men who lead the gay, 
The pride and patterns of the day, 

| Whoſehigh-priz'd friendſhip fools and ſtrangers boaſt — 
Bluſh, thou ! to court their barren fame; 
Let HOME, ſweet HOME, thy preſence claim, 


And thoſe enjoy thy ſmiles who love thee moſt. 


TO 


LYRIC POEMS. 6 


10 


THE PARSON OF mom, 


W aiit courtly bards preſent their venal lays 
Where fortune ſmiles ny wealth unlocks her ſtore, 
My ſaunt'ring Muſe along the hamlet ſtrays, i 
And ſings, unpenſion'd, at the good man's a | 


But chief this quiet ſpot attracts her care, 

Where dwells a prieſt from pride and prieſtcraft free; 
Too well his manſion's mould'ring walls declare, 

That not of Levi's pamper'd ſons is he. 


Poor 
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Poor as the choſen children of the duſt, 


Who o'er the world with heav'n's glad tidings ran, 
Meekly he bears his delegated truſt, 
The miniſter of God, the friend of Man. 


But what avail him here his pious toil, 

And the mild ſpirit that his zeal diſplays? 
On earth he labours in a barren ſoil, 

And man with cold neglect his love repays. 


Oft has th' enlighten'd faint eflay'd in vain 
To win my ſteps from error's dreary way ; 
Still, till I ſcoff d at Reaſon's formal ſtrain, 
And turn'd me from her cold, penurious ray. 


But 
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But now, for ſuff*ring virtue taught to ſigh, 
I ſtart indignant from the ſceptic's dream; 
And, as I caſt an anxious look on high, 
The morning ſtar of hope begins to beam. 


The day-light ſprings—no more my doubts remain 
For hark! ſome cherub whiſpers through the grove — 

« When this ſhort ſpan is o'er, the juſt ſhall reign, 
And kindred ſpirits meet in lands of love.” 
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THE 


INVITATION. 


Trov! who beyond my humble fold 
Purſu'ſt thy rapid way, 

Far through the weſtern pines behold 
The ſetting orb of day. 


Be warn'd—avoid the coming night, 


Nor by the creſcent's dubious light 
This dang'rous path explore ; 

For woods and rocks obſtruct the dale, 

And hark ! in ev'ry fwelling gale, 
The mountain torrents roar. 


Bright 
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Bright with the bluſh of ev'ning ſkies, 
Where yonder window glows, 

A ſmall, but friendly cot there lies, 

The ſeat of calm repoſe ; 

A roof that cheers my ſimple heart 


More than the' gorgeous domes of art 


That with falſe ſplendour ſhine— 


Let not the ſons of Pride reprove, 
Or wonder at my partial love, 


I call the cottage mine. 


If, in the lap of Fortune bred, 
Thou view'ſ with ſcornful eyes 
Th' inglorious lot and lowly ſhed 


That I have learnt to prize; 


L 
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To-night, within my peaceful door, 
On Nature's ſweet ſalubrious ſtore 
Thy ſickly taſte regale; | 
And from the banquet on ſhalt know, 
How pure the ſtreams of pleaſure flow 
Through life's ſequeſter'd vale. 


TO 
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10 


THE SPLENETIC. 


* 
Orriurs, my friend! I hear thee ſay 

* This gloomy diſtrict once was gay; 
« This land the fruits of friendſhip bore, | 
And welcome fat at ev'ry door ; 
Each morn the happy neighbours mer, 
And nightly parted with regret ; 
« But times are chang'd—and blooming mirth, 
bn Friendſhip, and love, and all the pow'rs 
„That mingled in our ſocial hours, 

„Are vaniſh'd from the earth.” 
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While thus the child of ſpleen repines, 
The ſun in all his glory ſhines : 
Peep from thy dungeon, and admire— 
Lo! in their holiday attire, 
The young, the beautiful, and gay, 
In pairs along the meadow ſtray— 
Why fit we here like churliſh elves ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, my friend ! thy peeviſh ſtrain : 
Things in their priſtine courſe remain ; 

The change is in ourſelves. 


But, heedleſs of our own decay, 


On fancied ills the blame we lay; 
Like old AcasTo, who complains 


That now eternal winter reigns— 


© Some 
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Some years ago,” Ac As ro cries, 

« How cloudleſs were our ſummer ſkies ! 

7 Each morn we could our ſports purſue 

Ws Aw oft as ev'ning drew her veil, 

« I ſtrolld with Lucy down the dale, 
Nor felt the chilly dew.” 
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THE 


PASTIME. 


Brxxarn thy banners, Queen of Love, 
Behold thy hoary vet' ran move, 
Unwilling to retire; 
His Wale with thy myrtles hide, 
Nor let thy youthful bands deride 
His ineffectual fire. 


With 
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With nerves unbrac'd and limbs decay d, 
Which 10 warm antidote can aid, 
ä No magic can reſtore; 
still thy fond fuppliant 1 incline, 
And kiſs with fervent lips the ſhrine, 
Whoſe treaſures I adore. 


What though as more with tow'ring flames, 

And youthful warmth, I urge the dames 
Who grace thy blooming train ? 

Still Shs faint embers upwards move, 

That fire with viſionary love 

- The regions of the brain 
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Nor ye, the ſerious and the wiſe, 

Demurely blame me, while I prize 
The ſervice of the fair 

For who can deem my labour vain, 

If with complacent ſmiles they deign 


To crown my tender care ? 


There reſts my unambitious aim — 
All frantic hopes, all further claim, 
For ever I abjure ; 
Thr ungen'rous dotard I deteſt, | 
Who ſtrives to wound the gentle breaſt, 
Without the balm to cure. 


With 
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| With DELIA as 1 paſs the day, 

Soft, inoffenſive things I ſay, 
That ſooth her vacant heart; 

I touch the ſtrings to love aſſign'd, 

And gently form her op'ning mind, 


To play the woman's part. 


How love conducts his ſubtle ſnare, 

And forms th- approach that wins the fair, 
My practis'd lips explain; 

And all the finer arts unfold, 

By which her ſex repels the bold, 


or fires the tim rous ſwain. 
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Meanwhile with fond, officious care, 

I ſmooth her robe, compoſe her hair, 
By wanton winds careſt ; 

And ſtill affiduous in my truſt, 

With trembling hands I oft adjuſt 
The noſegay in her breaſt. 


As thus my charming taſk I ply, 


1 ſcorn the world's invidious eye, 


And boaſt my careleſs eaſe ; 
Nor ſmall the boaſt in life's decay, 


That thus, with Fancy's youthful play, 
I can be pleas'd and pleaſe. 


ELEGY 
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EL EGV 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG BULLFINCH. 


FaxzweLL, ſweet bird! and art thou dead? 
And has thy little ſpirit fled, 
And baffled all our care? 
Could nought avail ? the tears of FAN ? 
Thy ſoft careſſes, gentle ANN? 7 2 


Nor ev'n my fervent pray'r? 


M 2 . O! hadſt 
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O! hadſt thou, beauteous fool, divin'd 
For That fair lot thou waſt defi gn'd, 
What nete bliſs was near 
Thou hadſt not then reſignꝰd thy breath : 
That thought had pow'r to vanquiſh death; 


Thy heav'n, ſweet bird ! was here. 


Thee gentle ANN had calbd her own; 
Her alabaſter hand thy throne, 

Her breaſt had been thy neſt; 
And ſure a miſtreſs ſo divine, 
So tender and ſo fair as thine, 

No bullfinch e'er poſſeſs'd. 


But 
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But peace be with thy gentle ſhade ! 

Thy grave no plough ſhall Cer invade; 
And each revolving year, 

In ſilent grief, ſhall An N and I, 

While plaintive turtles murmur, nigh, 


Bedew thee with a tear. 
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TO THE + 


AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING ELEGY, 


UPON HIS PUBLICATION OF A LAW BOOK. 


W mri deeply, in your ſerious page, 
The learned and the wiſe engage 

I ſtill purſue the way 
That leads to Fancy's flow'ry ſeat, 


And liſten, as at Us feet 


You pour the glowing lay. 


And 
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And oft I viſit ANna's bow'r, 

Where fairy bells, at midnight hour, 
Struck ſullen ſounds of death ; 

What time the tyrant of the tomb 

Remorſeleſs ſmote the painted plume, 
And ſtopp'd the tuneful breath. 


While ANNA for her bird complains, 

While the lov'd ſongſter's cold remains 
Thy pious hands enſhrine; 

In fable veſtments I appear, 


And fondly mingle many a tear 


With ANNa's tears and thine. 
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And, 1o! by thy ſweet numbers led, 

TY obſequious turtles, o'er the dead, 
Their bidden taſk fulfil ; 

But mark how they expreſs their 8 

Though ſad, yet ſoothing is their firain— 
They murmur, and they bill. 


Then why thy fruitleſs tears aer 2— 
With ſome ingenious change of toy 
The fair one's grief aſſuage; 
Ariſe, and ſearch the thickets round, 
Some curious bird may ſtill be found 
For gentle ANNA's Cage. 


TO 
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3 8 13 


THE VINE. 


WRITTEN IN FRANCE. 


ExchAxrRESss! to whoſe juice benign 


Heav'n's golden dreams we owe; 
Bleſt be the ſoil, ambroſial VIE! 


In which thou deign'ſt to grow 


And bleſt the tall ſupporting tree, 
| The bridegroom elm, that, claſp'd by thee, 


Bears the gay trophies of thy love— 2 
Fruits, pendent in the gilding ray, TDD, ... ; | 
And floating foliage, round his ſpray, 

In many a garland wove ! | 


N O! may 
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O! may the natives of the land 
The ſmiles of comfort ſhare ; 


The ſwains, who, with laborious hand, 


Thy liquid bliſs prepare; 


The med' cine, on my natal ſhore, 


| Amid the winter's dreary roar, 

[ T hat renovates the drooping ſoul 
| Charms the heart's frozen mood away, 
| | And bids the gleams of fancy play 


Beneath the gloomy pole ! 


Now happy in a milder {ky, 
From chymic arts ſecure, 
Faſt by the fountain head we lie, 
And quaff the vintage pure 
Fraught 
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Fraught with freſh ſweets the nectar flows, 
Nor needs what mellowing age beſtows — 
See where the cab goblets ſhine! 
And mark, ye ſons of taſte ! how bright, 
| Hier ſoft the fluid's purple light ! 
Its flavor how divine! 


This precious ſtore from vulgar view 
My jealous walls ſhall hide; 


And never ſhall its balm bedew 


The ſullen lip of Pride— 
But ye, ay friends ! wikeſe manners join 
In ſympathetic waenth with mine, 
For nobler, deeper draughts prepare— 
Let ſhouts of juſt applauſe reſound, 
N 2 
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For lo! my votive glaſs is crown'd 


In honour of the fair. 


Without a pilot, on the main, 


Thou gh now we bear away, 
The port of reaſon we'll regain 

1 morn 8 returning ray 
But O! ye feſtive pow'rs! to- night, 
Prolong, exalt the keen delight, 


Baniſh far hence the grave, the coy; 


And ev'ry glowing gueſt provide 
With a fair HERR by his fide, 


To pledge the cup of joy. 


THE 
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THE 


HUMDRUM COMPANION. 


Orr as the day's dull labours end, 
With gentle habit for my guide, 
To T - - --- -'s quiet haunt I bend, 
And place me by his ample ſide.— 
Can this th' effect of philters be? 
Ah no! his ſober ſmile 
Acquits his heart of guile— 
| Nor ikilld, 1 ween, in magic lore is he. 
| Twas 
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Twas not the god of wine, nor wit, 
With gay convivial garlands crown'd, 
Who firſt our bond of union knit ; 
For T------ holds this doctrine ſound— 
That floods of wine engender ſtrife ; . 
And wicked wit, we know, 
' With empty noiſe and ſhow, 
Mars all the ſerious purpoſes | of life. 


It is not friendſhip's tender theme 
That thus protracts our fcanty'bowls ; 
For little does the good man dream 
Of the ſtrange uniſon of ſouls. 
Yet 
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vet ſuch my fond partiality 
I ſhun the pert and vain, 
And with this ſimple ſwain 
1 taſte the joys of ſweet equality. 


THE 
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THE 


FAREWELL. 


TO J. G. 


Tur needy youth, compell'd to roam, 
When firſt he quits his native home, 
Gives riſing ſorrow to the wind 

He leaves no precious pledge behind 
Why like a daſtard ſhould he grieve ? 
No load hangs heavy at his more, 
His well brac'd finews play their part, 


What may not he achieve ? 


From 
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From care and anxious foreſight free, 
m the firſt bark, he truſts the ſea— 

"Tis well if prof; Þ'rous breezes 8 

Should fate arreſt her on her way, 

No partner in the freight ſhe bore; 

Amid the wreck a plank he gains, 

And while the hurricano reigns, 

l ſee him make the ſhore. 


Whence, then, this fooliſh, fond delay ? 


Does ſloth, or love, prolong thy ſtay ?— 
The deſtin'd veſſel rides in view— 
Go, theo the hardſhips of the crew, 
8 Nor 
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Nor at thy ſcanty ſtores repine; 
Who knows what time may yet, unfold ? 
Or who are doom'd to ſhare the gold 


That ripens in the mine ? 


Fortune, I know, is blind and coy — 


Do thou the honeſt means employ ; 


Should ſhe thy toils at len gth repay, 

Then let the ſoft affections ſway — 

Return, from vice and folly free; 

And DELIA, with unfaded charms, 

DELIA, my boy! ſhall bleſs thy arms, 
Or one as fair as ſhe. 
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THE 


SAUNTERER. 


For. of the dream of keen delight, 
In youth a thouſand toils we prove, 
We climb ambition's fearful height, 
And ſeek, thro? midnight gloom, the bow'r of love. 
But with th' enſuing morn | = 
The proffer'd bliſs we ſcorn, 


And throbs of new deſire our reſt annoy ; 


Diſtemper fires the veins, 
O 2 The 
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The fev'riſh thirſt remains, 


And paſſion's bitter dregs pollute the cup of joy. 


Then happier far, in life's decay, 

If neither 88 nor ſtone aſſail, 

If conſcience, at the cloſe of day, 

With angel viſitation bid us bail : 
When frantic hopes are paſt, 
We taſte repoſe at laſt, 
And reap ſincere delight from homely cheer ; 

For, by the moſſy cell 
Where quiet loves to dwell, 


The ſtreams of comfort riſe, and run for ever clear. 


Aſſembled round the ſocial hearth, 


When winter holds his rigid ſway, 
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We ſhare the fruits of temp' rate mirth, 
Nor fail to charm the dreary hours away 
| And O! the joy that ſtreams, J 
Amid the coming gleams, 
When bloſſoms ope, and birds are on the wing; 
What time by muſic led, ; 
The garden path I tread, 


And meet the balmy breath of renovating ſpring. 


But not to formal walks confin'd, - 
While yet the jocund ſeaſons reign, 
leave the garden wall behind, 
With all the green ln of the plain: 
And ſights, and ſounds of joy, 
My wand ring ſteps decoy 
still 
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Still farther on, in queſt of ſomething new; 
r 
I ole yon ſhelving hill, 


Where diſtant ſpires are kenn'd, and ocean rolls in view. 


There, as on Rapture's dazzled eye 
The wonders of creation throng, 
Devotion wakes, and wafts a ſigh 
To tracts beyond the limits of my ſong; 
Till, forc'd by growing heat, 
i quit the lofty ſeat, 
And hide me from the ſun's meridian glare, 
Dovn in ſome elfin nook, 
Beſide the pebbly brook, 
Whoſe Wund inceſſant brings forgetfulneſs of care. 
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Let ſullen fools for ever hide * 
At ev'n I gain the peopled road; - 
Or, led by friendſhip, turn aſide, 
To greet my neighbour in his thatch'd abode. 
With him I pace the fields, 
Learn what his harveſt yields, 
And ſee his children paſs in playful drove; 
| I know the urchins all— 
On me by name they call, 


And flatter wrinkled age with many a mark of love. 


As thus my daily rounds I go, 
Still ſome kind office breeds delay 
My mite with pleaſure I beſtow, 
To cheer the wand'ring beggar on his way : 
And 
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3 And ſhould the buxom laſs 
| Of yonder hamlet paſs, | 
1 Freſh, blooming, and of harmleſs favours free ; 


Safe from her roguiſh ſmile, 


I hand her o'er the ſtile, 


And pray that ſhe may meet with. abler lads than me. 


: 
: 
: 
: 
| 
ſ 


TO 


' LYRIC POEMS. 
TO 
COA $I 2 


HL goddeſs of the vacant eye 
To whom my earlieſt vows were paid— 
| Whoſe prattle huſh'd my infant cry, 
As on thy lap, ſupinely laid, 
1 ſaw thee ſhake in ſportive mood 
Thy tinkling bells and antic hood. 
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Enliſted in the ſchool-boy band, 


With thee from learning's porch I fled ; 


And though the pedant's tyrant hand 


Hung threat'ning o'er my flaxen head 


Long were my truant footſteps ſeen 


In thy briſk gambols on the green. 


At length, with vaft conceits inſpir'd, 

I bade thee and thy ſports adieu 
But when, with expectation fir'd, 

I to the world's wade circle flew, 
ook d around, with fimple ftare, 

And found thee in broad features there: 


There 
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There ſaw thee, high in regal ſeat, 
Thy crowded, cm0 orgies hold'; 
With bounding hands thy cymbals beat, 
And full thy tawdry flag unfold — 
Proud that thy motley liv'ries ſhone: 
On myriads who begirt thy throne. 


Again in ſocial league we join d; 

Through fancied fields of bliſs we ſtrayd; 
A thouſand wonders we deſign'd, 

A thouſand idle pranks we play'd— 
Now graſp'd at glory's quiv'ring ray, 


And now in CLoFr's chains we lay. 


107 


108 


LYRIC POEMS. 


But, FOLLY, why prolong my verſe, 
To ſing the laughter-loving age? 
And what avails it to rehearſe 
Thy triumphs on the youthful ſtage ? 
Where Wiſdom, if ſhe claims a place, 


Sits ever with an awkward grace 


For now, ev'n now, in riper years, 
spite of thy many - colour'd veſt, 
Oft I renounce my cautious fears, 
And claſp thee to my thoughtleſs breaſt ; 
Enough, that in Preſumption's mien 


Beneath my roof thou ne er art ſeen; 
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That, as my harmleſs courſe I run, 
With candid eyes the world I view— 
And ſtill with gen'rous pity ſhun 
The moody, moping, ſerious crew ; 
Since what they fondly, vainly prize, 


Is ever, ever to be wiſe. 


THE END. 
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